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In The Cracks Of The Darkness 


Halloween had always held a special place in their hearts. For the spookiest guys in Brooklyn it was a time to 
celebrate themselves and all that they'd created. Some years they played shows. Some years they went to 
parties. Some years they just opened the door to kids in costumes. Every one was another milestone and 
another chapter in their lives. 

Sitting on the couch in Peter's basement apartment, Josh stared at the pile of leaves and twigs that had been 


neatly piled in the centre of the room. They were, he assumed, the result of Peter's day out and about, a nod 
to his old job, and an altar at which to worship the beauty of fall 


"Where're the other guys?" he called. 
He heard shuffling from the kitchen and the sound of clinking glasses. "Couldn't make it." 
‘lm callin’ bullshit on that, Pete. We always do Halloween together.” 


"Not this year." A glass of red wine was thrust into his face and he looked up to his friend's face. 


Hair as back as the night hung over Peter's shoulders and his green eyes were filled with a gentle joy. He truly 
did love Alll Hallow's Eve and whether the other guys were there or not shouldn't have made a difference. 


Taking the glass, Josh nodded to the leaves. "And they're for?" 
"Thought I'd bring some of the outside inside." 


Peter settled his large frame onto the couch and Josh shifted to give his friend a little more room. For a 
moment, they both stared at the leaves in silence, savouring the mossy smell of decay and admiring the 


kaleidoscope of colours. 

"Might use ‘em for something," Peter mulled. "Maybe decorate outside." 
"But there's enough leaves from the other trees." 

The bigger man gave him a warm smile. "Can never have enough leaves." 


The silence returned and, out on the street, they could hear children beginning to go from door to door. Sipping 
his wine, he watched as an excited shiver nudged its way along Peter's spine. The taller man straightened up 
and he cocked his head to listen to the voices outside. 


"Wanna sit on the stoop and make the kids laugh?" Peter finally asked. 


Josh gave him a warm smile. He hadn't been liking the melancholy air that had been hanging over the room. 
Getting to his feet, he swiped up the giant bowl of candy in his free hand and waited for his friend to open the 


door. 


The evening was cool and mist curled across the road. Every house was lit with pumpkins and lights and 
Peter's stoop was no different. A clutch of carved pumpkins sat beside the railings, their candles flickering in 
the late October breeze. The air is alive with laughter and hollering and the two men smiled as they sat on the 
steps and waited. 


The first group of kids trotted along with their parents in tow. Probably no more than four or five, they were 
dressed as superheroes and princesses. The sight of two long-haired adults waiting on a step took them by 
surprise and they hung back until their parents were convinced that the two men with dark hair were there 
to entertain and not to frighten Between them, Josh and Peter had a repertoire of bad jokes and silly songs 
and, soon, the handful of youngsters were more than happy to take handfuls of candy. 


Something that had always surprised Josh about their Halloweens on the stoop was just how accepting of them 
the kids could be. The parents.. sometimes not so much. Four - now two - long haired guys making their kids 
laugh probably wasn't a good look. But the kids.. They wanted to know more. They wanted to know why they 
had long hair. Or why they were sitting outside when it was cold. Or why they were (or weren't) wearing 
costumes. And Josh and Pete were only too happy to indulge them. 


As the night wore on, Josh ducked back down into the apartment to make coffee. When he resurfaced, he 
found his friend leaning back against the railings and staring at the clear night sky. Winter was definitely in the 
air and the other man was soaking up the last of the year. 


He held out a mug to Peter. "We'll have to think of something fun to do next year. Maybe do this again but 
turn it up another notch. The kids seem to love it" 


"Never been able to win over the parents though." 
"That what you're sulking about?" he asked. 


His friend shrugged and turned his attention back to Josh. He took a sip of coffee before replying. "You know, 


we've been doing this for years and | still feel like parents don't want us to be out here." 


Josh chuckled "Man, have you looked in a mirror recently? We're two hulking guys with long hair and no kids 
of our own People are suspicious in this day and age. Besides, the neighbourhood's been changing. New people 


moving in who don't know us. Give ‘em a couple of years and they'll be more than happy for us to join in their 


fun" 

Deep down, Josh knew that Peter was only trying to voice his own regrets. He'd always wanted kids but, 
despite numerous relationships, had never found anyone he completely clicked with. Being out on Halloween gave 
him a chance to spoil other people's children. The inability of the parents to accept him as another, maybe 
potential, parent was eating away at him. 

"You gotta get out of your head, man," he murmured. 

Peter nodded and took another sip of coffee. 

"It could still happen" 


"| know," his friend whispered. 


"So don't give up hope, okay? Just keep doing what you're doing. The kids love it and that's all that matters. 


They love coming here and you see the same ones every year." 


The silence that fell over them was filled with hope, loss, love, and regret. It was a dark silence, one that was 


heavy but with a place for the light to grow. 


Josh was just about to say something else when a sound caught his ear. Laughter. Not adult laughter, but the 
sound of children enjoying themselves. Across from him, he saw Peter perk up, the melancholy expression 


melting to one of pure joy. Even in the darkness, Josh could see a twinkle in his eye. 


"Get your game face on, Silver." Peter nodded to the still-overflowing bowl of candy. "Best joke wins the rest of 
the candy." 


